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1 Who talks of death ?J said the General. < This is a
wound, but I have had some worse. What we must think
of now are remedies. I passed an ambulance this moment
Run for it,* he said to his aide-de-camp. ' Wo must
staunch the wound at once; but it is only a mile to the
city, and then we shall find everything, for we were <**-
pec tod. I will ride on, and there shall bo proper attend-
ance ready before you arrive. You will conduct our friend
to the city,1 he said to Lothair, l and be of good courage, as
I am.'

CHAPTER LIX.

THE troops were rushing through the gates of the city
when the General rode up. There was a struggling and
stifling crowd ; cheers and shrieks. It was that moment
of wild fruition, when the master is neither recognised nor
obeyed. It is not easy to take a bone out of a dog's
mouth; nevertheless the presence of the General in time
prevailed, something like order was established, and before
the ambulance could arrive, a guard had been appointed to
receive it, and the ascent to the monastery, where a quarter
was prepared, kept clear.

During the progress to the city Theodora never spoke,
but she seemed stunned rather than suffering; and once,
when Lothair, who was walking by her side, caught her
glance with his sorrowful and anxious face, she put forth
her hand and pressed his.

The ascent to the convent was easy, and the advantages
of air and comparative tranquillity, which the place offered,
counterbalanced the risk of postponing, for a very brief
space, the examination of the wound.

They laid her on their arrival on a large bed, without
pples or canopy in a loft.y white-washed room of consider-